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he can resist, for there can be substitutes. Of the three, the desires
for food and drink are more pressing than that for woman, their
intensity is ten times more. Even though death is certain, we should
postpone it as long as possible, as we cannot guess what help Fate
may bring.

FOURTH BROTHER. Let me submit this, my lord. On the red-hot
sands of a desert, a mother walks, with her only child, a suckling
babe, in her arms, and a basket on her head. The heat increases
With a half-heart, almost broken with pain, she takes off her dress
and by putting it on her burning feet, she tries to fight the heat
of the sands. The heat increases. She puts down the basket, and
stands on it for a while. The heat does not diminish. She can stand
it no more. With a breaking heart, with little pearly tears in her
eyes, she takes her beloved jewel, her child, and stands on it, to
save herself from the intense burning-pain, if only for a few moments.
From this, my lord, let us take a moral. One cannot love others
better than oneself. I second my brother's proposal to kill our wives.
Follow our plan, my jewel brother.

FIFTH BROTHER. My lord, it is the habit of man to protect his wife
at the cost of his wealth. But he protects his life at the cost of his
wife. If a prince's life is saved, and he lives on, wife and jewels
he can always get. The situation is ugly, and we must preserve our
strength at the cost of our wives.

SIXTH BROTHER. My lord it is written in a famous book, that
human nature makes a man forget the affairs of others when his
dear life is in danger. In another, it is written that let alone a
prince, a beggar, because of his manhood, is better than the best
born of females. We are men, we belong to that sex that gives
Buddhas to the world, for a Buddha is always a male. We are
princes, whom Fate has singled out for great deeds and campaigns
bold. Shall we lose our lives, just because we are scrupulous about
our females? Should we starve, while living food walks beside us?
A day of life is worth everything. Hurry, oh hurry, my lord, and
let us relieve our suffering.

SEVENTH BROTHER. When the great sages of the past gave names1
to various things, they named che wife 'not to itch', for the simple
reason that the purpose of a man taking his wife is to make her
scratch his back. There is no greater itch than the itching of the

1 This passage is a pun on the Burmese word, maya which, taken as one
word, means wife, but which as two means 'not to itch'.